CHAPTER     THIRTEEN
4Tell me not, in mournful numbers,
Life is but an empty dream!
For the soul is dead that slumbers
And things are not what they seem.
Life is real! Life is earnest!
And the grave is not its goal;
Dust thou art, to dust returnest.
Was not spoken of the soul.
Not enjoyment, and not sorrow.
Is our destined end or way;
But to act, that each to-morrow
Finds us further than to-day*
The whole of Henry Ford's philosophy is con-
tained in those first three stanzas. Literally, the
whole of it. It explains in a nutshell his energy, his
ceaseless endeavour. It fits in with his theory of
reincarnation. It expresses his view that we are here
neither for the set purpose of happiness or of grief,
but of 'experience/ It tallies completely with his
theory of progress. In a word^ it is the only possible
poem which could be the favourite of the man who
made the old Ford car, and it is the only possible
poem which could continue to be the favourite of
the man who has made the new. Anything I can say
after that poem can only be in the nature of a para-
phrase.
Consider, as one instance, the phrase *to act, that
each to-morrow finds us further than to-day,* and
regard it in its relation to the rapid development of